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the war in Europe was as good as over. I little dreamed that it would drag on for another eight months.
From the professional point of view the next few days were a disaster. We tried vainly to contact the headquarters ship which had brought the main Seventh Army Press party, with the transmitter and censors. We four were transferred from one ship to another in this exasperating hunt. Eventually we decided to make the best of a bad job and get back to Rome. I hoped to write a feature story of the landings, as I had obviously been completely outstripped by colleagues on the news coverage. I added another vow to the one about communications, namely that I would never again consent to go on the fringe of operations, the lunatic fringe. If I could not go in the official party, said I, I would not go at all. Nevertheless, I put aside all these vows shortly afterwards when I went to Greece, and completely reversed the experience in the South of France.
On our extraordinary return journey to Corsica we were in seven different vessels altogether. They were two American submarine chasers, one British and one American landing craft, one American destroyer, one British motor launch, and an American air-rescue ship.
The calm sea made the transfer from one to another extremely easy and the various captains were uniformly courteous and helpful. Our most dramatic change was when the U.S. air-rescue speedboat overtook the British launch at a speed of twenty-five knots and stopped for exactly thirty seconds while we flung our kit on board and our bodies after it. By great good luck, no one fell in the sea.
After this happy informality we were reduced to impotent teeth-gnashing when a tangle of red-tape began to wrap itself round us in Corsica. We flew from Calvi to Bastia, where a British Army captain went frigid with horror when he discovered that we had no movement order. I offered to write one out for myself, but he merely looked annoyed.
We tramped about from one office to another, trying to find somebody who would write out a plausible-looking document, and eventually succeeded. Then, after a truckr bomb. They continued to burn all night, floodlighting the sky and sea with an angry glow. Pinewoodsto Rome. What was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
